THE IRON PUDDLER

away my courage and send me back to my;
fellows beateli.

What I found, of course, was a self-pos-
sessed man, the model of courtesy and exact-
ness. He differed from us men in one
respect. His mind was complex instead of
simplex. That is, he could think on two sides
of a question at the same time. He had so
trained his mind by much use of it that it
was as nimble as the hands of a juggler who
can keep several objects tossing in the air at
the same time. We men were clumsy think-
ers, and one thing at a time was all we could
handle without fumbling it
1 The great manufacturer never showed any
emotion. He was never angry, domineering,
sneering or insulting. He kept these emotions
under control because they could do him no
good, and because they would give pain to
others. We fellows never hesitated to show
how we feli We would jibe one another,
laugh at a fellow to his chagrin, and when we
were angry bawl each other out unmercifully.
For a fellow to smile when he was angry and
not let the other fellow know it, was a trick
we had not learned. That a bloodthirsty,
cruel capitalist should be such a graceful fel-
low was a shock to me, I saw from the start
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